And a kind of horror overcame her at the thought that
what is called the human soul can thus change from day
to day until it has lost all touch with its own past, existing
only from one moment to the next, varying from second to
second, a new life for every second: in her terror and despair
she thought, I am going mad. Her body, with ail its wretched-
ness, seemed no more than the passive instrument of an
unknown force. Ceaselessly changing, it watched the
ceaseless evolution of her soul. There was no such thing as
herself. Only a kind of thought that dwelt within her body
and watched the days go by.
Her soul was refined away by too acute complexities.
Her brain was exacerbated by the ceaseless revolution of
infinitesimal subtleties. Ideas crowded in upon her, one can-
celling another; arguments fought with one another, in a^
perpetual descent towards the infinitely small, the infinitely
microscopic. And all that happened was that the same hesi-
tations shrank back into crazy and imponderable minutiae.
Then, suddenly, this breath of folly was sweeping
through her soul in precisely the reverse direction, now
expanding her faculties and projecting them into the
infinite. Her whole being was shaken by a tempest of
horror and dread; she panicked, distracted, in a sort of
hallucinated desperation.
Her life was suddenly infinitely multiplied. It seemed to
her to comprehend in a milliard existences an immensity
of shame, an immensity of disgust, an immensity of suffer-
ing, an immensity of desire, desire for the ideal, the ideal
in all things. It seemed to her to contain the whole of life,
this brief and grievous life that aspires to a better state
and strives even now to realize it. Beneath this terrifying
revelation Her soul was consumed. Her body trembled with
all the sufferings incarnate in her. Doubt spread all its
horror before her frightened eyes.
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